The return 


Beneath the ATM I described them as fibre-optics when many in a similar situation would've said 
twigs. Branches, or waste. With these eyes, far-reaching galaxies to where no man has gone before, 
and a token opportunity to transcend the concrete. Stone, and Earth. When the chat changed to the 
expected question of money, not glitter and glue, enterprise collapsed those dreams. Faith, but hope 
You came back again like you said you would. 
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